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to old Durnovaria," he said to himself, "whatever becomes of
me. By God, it's the most English town in England, and by
far the best! I'd sooner be a door-keeper in Dorchester
than——" And he thought of how he had felt the roots of this
ancient mellow place sinking down to the very nadir of the
earth—full of the magic of the generations! He thought of
that refined young person who carried the Sunday-papers on
her bicycle. He thought of the unconquerable laugh of the old
jEWio-seller, He thought of the mysteriously sweet smile of his
friend the "Drowner." He thought of his tragic Mary Chan-
ning, of whose fate he had written—probably too well! .No,
no, whatever happened to him he must hang on here. Where
else should he be when Wizzie returned, a famous circus
"star," from over the water?
"I'm not going to give up," he said to himself, "because
Wizz got bored with me. And I'm not going to become 'ob-
jective/ either, for all old Claudius' eloquence. I've got hold
of something; and if people don't want what I've got hold of
now—they'll come to it	sooner or later!"
He pushed back his chair still farther from the fire, and
turning round glanced at the two heraldic heads. And the
thought came to him, as he contemplated their obscene beast-
faces, that all this talk of Enoch's about the prophets and their
non-human "familiars" applied in his own case to what he got
out of the Inanimate. "Yes," he thought, "that's what you are,
you two, you're all the Inanimates on earth in which man's
love-longing loses itself, and in which it finds itself. There's
not a stick or stone in this place into which some lonely spirit
hasn't poured the tragedy of his unsatisfied desire. He thought
this 'groaning and travailing' of the longing in us could break
through the barrier. But there is no barrier! We couldn't think
of a barrier if there weren't something in us already outside it!
"Yes, you can leer at me, you two! If I hadn't found you out
I'd be scared of you; and if I were scared of you—whether
you were Mother's or not—I'd throw you into the Frome!
But you can stay where you are. I'm not going to think of my
-girl here. I'm going to think of her in every stick and stone I
pass, till she comes back. I'm alone with you again. But there
are two of you, and Tm two, wherever I go, whether she hates
me or not!"
But the carved heads stinted not or abated one jot of their

